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er anmemtan: 


MICHAEL 
SCHENKER GROUP 
‘Assault Attack’ 
(Chrysalis CHR 1393) 


RHE 


IN THE wake of the recent 
Bonnet/MSG split amidst 
tawdry scenes in shell-shocked 
Sheffield, this latest album can 
only,be viewed as a unique 
artefact of minimai proportions. 
_ ~ Its validity remains debatable 

considering the apparent 
hostility of both parties and the 
return of Gary Bardens as 
crooner for the time being at 
lest. 

Ignoring these thoughts for 
the moment | must admit that, 
despite the wealth of talent on 


given time, | am not yet 
convinced of their worth. | have 
to agree with ‘Kid’ (huh?) 
Barton's assessment of MSG at 
Reading (not just ‘cause he’s 
the Editor . . . really!) when the 
budding DJ (?) arrived at the 
conclusion that this band does 
not achieve ‘t-r-u-e- g-r-e-a-t-n- 
€-S-s-’. 
Sure, ‘Assault Attack’ is a 
good LP, but considering that it 
contains one of the best 
guitarists and one of the best 
vocalists in. rock music it's 
ultimately a bitter - 
disappointment. 
The problem basically seems 
to lie in the old chestnut of 
si writing’. There are 


ing a new 
roughness, particularly 
noticeable on the bluesy ‘Rock 
You To The Ground’ which is 
snarled rather than sung. And 
Herr Schenker’s contributions 
are as reliable as ever, although 
perhaps more restrained than 
usual and confined only to set- 
piece solos until the closing 
track, ‘Ulcer’, which is a 
frenetic instrumental. 
Surprisingly, the songs that 
do stand out are the more 
- commercial, lightweight 
numbers such as ‘Dancer’ and 
“Broken Promises’, both of 
which are not dissimilar to 
Rainbow's past chart = 
successes. Martin Birch’s 
- “proggiction is inevitably reliable, 
and Ted McKenna does a 
noteworthy Cozy Powell 
impersonation on the drums. 
However, in the final analysis 
there is no avoiding the fact 
that ‘Assault Attack’ — and in 
fact MSG as a whole — is 
tragically ordinary when it 
-should be distinctly superior. 
: DAVE ROBERTS 


MARC AND THE 
» MAMBAS 
“Untitled” 
(Some Bizzare BZ: 
13, sr: E 


“WHO THE hell are Marc And 
The Mambas?” 

Ah ha, you've guessed. 
Who's the Marc of the 
moment? Yes, it’s mincing 

- Marc Almond on another 
excursion, wining and dining 
with friends. 

‘The mystery of the Mambas 
unfalds. | glean nebulous bits of 
information from an enigmatic 
Mr O at Some Bizzare offices. 
One member is Matt Johnson 

_ (writing songs and playing 
various instruments) of The 


— The, the imminent explosion on 


the pop world so the papers 
say. Another member is Cindy 
Ecstasy (backing vocals) who 
apparently appeared in the 
‘Torch’ video which was 
banned from TOTP because 
she was bald and hence 
deemed unsuitable for mass 
viewing. Ann Hogan (piano) is 
the final Mamba member. She 
is a classical pianist who 
happens to live in the same 
house as Marc in. Leeds. So the 
table is set. 


- show in Schenker’s band at any 


MICHA EL SCHENKER, not looking a well man in his three-sizes-too-small Girl Guide 


The Almond tree is branching 
out again. This is a pure Marc 
Almond indulgence. He's taking 
us for a trip down his own 
memory lane and exposing his 
heart strings in the process. His 
pain and his pleasure join 
together for us to peruse at our 
leisure, 

Mr Sleaze eases himself out 
of the disco chair to explore the 
rest of the building. This is a 
cabaret in three movements. 
it’s his ego embellished with the 
aid of others, it's an 
examination of his innards. 

The mood moves from the 
tremors of the sixties to his 
favourite ballads to the obscurer 
corners of his mind on the 
second album. | find the merger 
uneasy. | would have prefered a 
single album pared down to a 
more condensed collection. 

The concept seems to have 
no centre beyond a mere whim. 
I'm confused and sometimes 
moved. It's not an obvious 

success, it's one man ‘trying to 


E GETEN 
indispensable **** 


apari 


Worth 


E 
buying 


unlock the dream iriside’. We 


must respect the dream but not - 


always like the result, 

This is not Marc Almond 
concentrating on a commercial 
enterprise, it's his own personal 
project. It's a sensitive spot and 
you can hear his heart beating. 
He's venturing out of the Soft 
Cell-cavern.to cavort with the 
likes of Petula Clark, Julie 
Andrews and Genesis P. Orridge. 

| didn’t enjoy all of it, but 
inevitably Almond’s flat, tacky 
but fantastic vocals track part 
of you down in the end. 

Part One. Side One. 

Mostly Matt Johnson's 
influence on here. The title 
track ‘Untitled’ is my favourite 
on the whole album. It’s a sad 
ballad with a soft, striking, 
sinuous chorus that squirms on 
your mind. There's a clear, 
uncluttered sound and | really 
like the merry-go-round synth 
effects. The sixties sparkle 
across it. 


‘Empty Eyes’ is like a flirtation’ 


between Bananarama and 
Canned Heat. The organ 
meanders across the end of a 
relationship and reveals the 
vacuum. ‘Angels’ is a dirge and 
| find it painful. His voice 
descends to a drone here and | 
don't want to listen. 

Part Two. Side Two. 

They shift gear to coversville 
and dramasville. Tragic, 
tremulous balladry comes out to 
play. Almond goes gooey. He 
leads his very own. version of 
the ‘Sound Of Music’. The 
piano features. ‘Big Louise’ 
{sung by Scott Walker) and ‘If 
You Go Away’ (Jacques Brel) 
are both waveringly grandiose 
with Liberace surrounds. 
‘Caroline Says’ (Lou Reed) finds 
him taking a drugs tragedy to 
the music hall. | like the way he 
caresses and whispers the 
words. ‘Margaret’ is a 
shimmering composition on 
piano by Ann Hogan. 

It's a sort of ‘what your 
mother used to listen to’ side 


**Worth listeningto **Boring *Junk 


‘s combat jacket 


with lots of lip rolls, 

Part Three, Sides Three and 
Four. 

Now we leap over to the 
stranger part of the collection. 
The first song ‘Terrapin’ is the 
exception to the rule. It is 
wonderful - a humping, 
bumping, hissing, sissing, 
whistling pantomine diversion. 
It's hilarious. 

The rest of the album is 
tedious. ‘Twilights And 
Lowlifes' in various phases is an 
experimental, synthetic, 
whining, grimacing and 
groaning over extensive 
territory. Matt Johnson's drum 
machine makes a very 
interesting noise for a while but 
not forever. This experiment 
goes on an on — a backing 
tape extended to torpor. 

This album succeeds in its 
enthusiasm for taking risks. | 
can’t recommend the whole 
thing, but | can recommend the 


spirit. 
ROSE ROUSE 


Paul Slattery 


ANDY SUMMERS/ 
ROBERT FRIPP | 
‘I Advance Masked’ 
(A&M AMLH 

649 75) HREK 


TWO BOURNEMOUTH buddies 
whose guitar careers have 
followed colourful but separate 
paths finally get together to 
record an album. Or, if you 
prefer, the solo album that 
Andy Summers’ success with 
the Police has made possible, 
recorded in conjunction with 
Robert Fripp: 

If ‘I Advance Masked’ will 
sound more familiar to 
Fripperfanatics than to Police 
cadets that’s because Fripp has 
already established his own 
playing style over the years 
whereas Summers has always 
been more.of a chameleon, 
blending his technique to the 
style of the groups he’s played 2 
with. 4 

The combination works 
because it’s a genuine 
partnership in the sense that 
they've pooled their resources 
rather than trying consciously 
to strike sparks or stroke each 
other's egos. 

Summers certainly tempers 
some of Fripp’s more dour 


mannerisms with some breezy 
melodies around the repetitive 
rhythms but he also benefits 
from Fripp’s tight structural 
approach which gives him a 
perfect base to work from and 
start displaying some of the 
more diverse skills that he 
hasn't really been able to give 5 
vent to inside any of his bands.- 

So if it's not the kind of 
album you can bounce around 
to yelling ‘yo yo’, neither are 
you meant to sit around 
listening to it intensely in the 
headphones. There is no pose 
attached, only the talents of 
two guitarists thrashing around 
in the technology that Roland 
have so generously developed 
for them. The predominant 
mood is bright and fluid 
although there are some 
delicate pastel moods to break 
it up every now and again. 

| suspect it was a pleasure to 
make. And it’s a pleasure to 


listen to as long as you're not 
expecting it to prove anything. 
HUGH FIELDER 


SHOOTING STAR 

‘Il Wishes’ 

(Virgin V2235)*** 
KANSAS-BASED Shooting 
Star managed to get into the 
Top Hundred in the States with 
their second album ‘Hang On 
For Your Life’ but over here 
they remain a fairly closely 
guarded secret with Virgin so 
far reluctant to bring them over 
for inspection. 

Their third album treads a 
path between neat and-tidy 
hard rock and carefully built 
ballads. The writing team of h 
Van McLain and Gary West -H 
come up with the right songs 
but the band's approach is a bit 
too cautious to do them justice. 

Even though they've just 
come down from a six-piece to 
a five-piece they still haven't 
cleared the decks sufficiently in 
the mix to allow the top line trio 
of guitar, violin and keyboard to 
claim their own space. And the 
vocals do little to help establish 
a clear identity. 

So ‘Il! Wishes’ is a teamwork 
album looking for individual flair 
to top it off. You get the feeling 
that they'd be transformed by 
one hit and the confidence 
would spill over into a string of 
excellent albums. ‘Turn It On’ 
provides probably their best 
opportunity, it’s about the 
fiercest they get and has a 
great, yellable chorus before 
Van McLain cuts loose for a 
brief but potent guitar solo. 

That track is at the beginning 
of side two which is the better 
of the album's two halves. 

Their ballads have developed a 

more solid feel by the time you 

get to examples like’’Weary 

Eyes’ and ‘Couldn't Get 

Enough’ and on ‘Let It Out’ 4 

they almost do. a 
HUGH FIELDER E 
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